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The Shame 
In Dallas . . . 


By Harvey Aronson 
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(Aronson, then a reporter, arrived in Dallas 
Nov. 22, 1963, only hours after President John F. 
Kennedy was shot. ) 


I n the hours after President Kennedy was aaaaaai 
nau*d, shame hushed the streets of Dallas. “Dal 
las is a city it's hard to put a label on," a man bolt 
me. "But I guess you can now." 

In Lhe instant it took to pull the trigger of a mail 
order rifle, the city people called “Big D” became th« 
place where John 
Fitzgerald Kenne 
dy, the 36th presi- 
dent of the United 
States, was assassi- 
nated. And shame 
followed shock. 

It was not simply 
that a president 
had been murdered 
but that this par- 
ticular president 
had been mur- 
dered. He was 
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young and vital 
and he made us 
think that Camelot 
had come to the na- 
tion's capital. He wan, perhaps, our moat eloquent 
president since Abrnh.im Lincoln. He spoke of a New 
Frontier that he described as “a frontier of unknown 
opportunities and penis . . . a frontier of unfulfilled 
hopes "He had barely begun to explore that 
frontier when he was killed. And in the moment that 
he died, so did many of our hopes. Or at least the 
promise of those hopes. After that, something in us 
hardened. We become inured to violence. 

1 got to Dallas about four hours after the shooting 
and the experiences that followed endure in my mind 
as gray snapshots whose edges are blurred by time 
and emotion In one ol the snapshots, police bring the 
accused assassin, Lee Harvey Oswald, into a room full 
of reporters He is only a few feet away, a scrawny, 
sullen roan with a sour and arrogant expression. His 
fpce is bruised The belief is that police have beaten 
him and that bothers me. And yet — even though he 
has yet to be proven guilty — I want to pummel him. 
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That’s how it was in Dallas, the city where Camelot 
died. Shock and anger and confusion and shame. It 
wo* a Friday night, when the streets should have 
been bustling. But it could have been a lonely Sunday 
afternoon — the stores had closed soon after people 
found out that the president had been assassinated as 
he rode through the city in a motorcade. 

( l Had Just Seen Him’ 

The shame was everywhere. In lonely footfalls on 
Main Street, in a funeral wreath on the locked door of 
a country music club. It showed itself in a Christinas 
tree whose ornaments gleamed in an unlighted shop 
window and in a small sign on the door of the famous 
Nieman-Marcus department store. The black letters 
read, "Closed in Memory of John F. Kennedy." 

The only place where traffic was anywhere near 
busy was near the corner of Elm and Houston, the 
neighborhood where it happened. People gathered on 
the sidewalk in front of the Texas School Book Deopo- 
sitory — the building from which be was shot It was 
as if they were taking part in a public confessional. An 
insurance clerk huddled in her overcoat staring up- 
wurds "It was my lunch hour," she said. "1 saw him 
in the parade, and then just a few minutes later, I 
heard the sirens and everyone was yelling. I mean I 
had just seen him and he looked so wonderful." 

Nowadays, one of my jobs is to help reporters with 
their writing. I tell them that they should try not to 
get emotionally involved in their stories — they 
should try to stay on the outside. But I know that 
sometimes they can't. I found that out in Dallas 30 
years ago. I loved John Kennedy and I believed in his 
promise. I have never felt that way about a president 
since. I never got to journey in the New Frontier. And 
that day in Dallas, ! walked the aty streets with tears 
streaming down my face. 

That day in Dallas, l was ashamed, too. 
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